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Living in the same old sin 
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Axl's relationship with religion was always complicated He grew up in an extreme religious household; he hated 
going to mass, sing in the chorus, but the church was his last option. his stepfather threatened to cut him off 
after he learned the disgrace he had for a son was doing drugs and copulating with other men. 


So Axl Rose had to "clean his act" before they marked him as a regular criminal. At least with being a priest 
he had a decent place to sleep, a meal, clothes, and some money. 


And all he had to do was read from a book every Sunday, work in the confessionary, and going to old folks’ 
home and give them the last rite. It also gave him the peace of mind he desperately needed, made amends with 
the past, and for the first time since he got knowledge about his biological father and what he did to him, Axl 
found meaning to his life through the texts. 


But he had come on an ironically sunny day in Indiana after the long winter. Wearing a black tailored suit, his 
dark hair falling on his shoulders, and his pale, alabaster skin seemed to glow under the rays of the sun, the 
ring on his nose sparkling, he tempted him with a predatory smile. 


In the end, that's what demons do, tempt, and punish those like himself. Coincidentally, it was the first time Axl 
officiated mass; he welcomed everyone outside the church, the heavy bible in one hand, while he caressed the 


beads of his mom's old rosary. 


Something in that man caught his attention, the way he walked and held himself, the black long hair that made 


his face appear longer, plush, delicate lips that he got to know so well- 


"Are you nervous?" he asked, holding out his hand so Axl could shake it; his fingers feel warm. His touch 


lingers too long. 


"Just a bit, I'm the new priest," the brunet's eyes were heavy, but Axl couldn't look away "Do you mind if | ask 


your name?" 


‘Izzy, you can call me Izzy" Axl later understood why he didn't say his actual name; so the redhead wouldn't 


have any power over him. He nodded and let go of his hand, "I'm sure it would go great, Father" 


Axl ignored the spiteful and sarcastic way that he said that word. When mass was over, only he remained at 
the back of the church, waiting for him. He cornered him in the confessional and took the collar of Axl's shirt 
off, opening the buttons. 


"Do you know who am I, Father?" Izzy questioned while licking a stripe on his neck, teeth grazing the delicate 
skin, feeling the priests cock against his thigh. 


"Demon" Axl felt like a mouse in front of a snake, always bound to be prey and fall to his clutches. His mouth 


was dry, and his voice a low growl. 


"Yes! You are smart after all, and lemme tell you, something Father, Imma a big deal down there, there's seven 
of us," Izzy's presence was overwhelming; his body was close, he suffocated him and made him feel 


lightheaded. 


"As the apple-tree among the trees of the wood"- Izzy smiled wickedly, revealing his sharp teeth as his hand 


made his way towards Axl's cock. 


Izzy started singing the song of Solomon, mocking his sermon. It sounded so obscene, heretic coming out from 
his mouth. 


"So is my beloved among the sons. | sat down under his shadow with great delight, And his fruit was sweet to my 
Taste..." 


He was lost since the moment Izzy's lips were on him, and he came with the demon's name between his lips; 
and his hand around his cock, Axl's legs were weak, the cooling seed on his stomach was getting uncomfortable 
as the sweat collected on his forehead. 


"Until next time, Father" Izzy put a cigarette in his lips, Axl almost expected Izzy to conjure fire from his 


hands, but he just left. 


There was no use to cry over spilt milk.. 


‘Bless me, Father, for | have sinned My last confession was..damn it's been too long" 


That voice sent a shiver down his spine; he looks down at his shaky hands. Axl's been avoiding his shifts at the 
confessional; he couldn't step inside the little booth knowing he will be there, waiting for him. Axl grips the 


cross dangling from his neck, muttering a silent prayer before swallowing hard. 


The man on the other side of the confessional laughed, and Axl could see his sharp, white teeth peeking 
through, his thin lips curved into a wicked smile. Memories of those same plush lips wrapped around his cock 
flooded his mind. He would find himself moaning the other man's name while gripping the rosary until his 
knuckles were white, while with the other, he would yank his jet black hair, sparkling like the vastness of the 


glittery universe. 


Axl could still see his greyish brown eyes taunting him and watching him heavy with lust. He knew it was 
wrong, but it didn't stop him, and Izzy didn't mind either. He avoided the confessional at all costs, hoping for 
the other man to step down and never speak of it again, but no, he would be there at the back of the church 


during his sermons, watching his every move; he could feel those unnatural eyes on him. 


His voice would crack reading the scriptures, and his robes would cover the hard-on, it seemed that avoiding 
the confessional wasn't enough as Axl found himself with his back pressed against the hardwood of the booth, 
gripping the rosary tight while praying, and Izzy's lips stretched lewdly around his hard cock. 


Izzy's mouth was so wet, warm, and impossibly sinful, and the little mewls that he would make were obscene. 


Axl watched the brunet's face behind half-lidded eyes, his stormy eyes piercing through his very soul; Izzy's 


cheekbones were more define with the way he would hollow them as he took more of Axl's length. 


It was a miracle both men fitted in the small booth. But there he was, Izzy, kneeling in front of him, his pink, 
swollen lips around his cock, sharp teeth scraping his length. His hands rubbed Axl's thighs. No one in the 
church should know about this. What Izzy and he would do in the small confessional wasn't as bad as what the 
other priests did. 


It made Axl's cock throb, and the grip of his rosary loosened between his sweaty hands. His hand fisted his 
soft black hair, pulling him closer to his dick, fucking his throat mercilessly. He could feel his orgasm building; 
Izzy let go of his cock, thumbing the slit on the head and giving slow, torturous pumps. While the brunet 
smirked, he took the rosary from Axl's hands and pumped him; the beads digging on his oversensitive skin 


Axl came coating the rosary with cum, the moans were trapped inside his throat, he adjusted his robe and 
trousers, running a hand through his sweaty hair. It was way shorter than what he was used to. The 
confessional was too hot, Izzy got up and smirked, wiping his mouth with the back of his hand. 


"You can't keep doing this" Axl's voice was hoarse as he regained his breath. 
Izzy just looked at him with a blank, unreadable expression, tilting his head to the side, his gaze was heavy, 


unbearable and Axl couldn't look at him directly into his eyes. Every time the demon walked inside the church, 


he expected to burn alive, but it didn't happen, it did nothing to him. 


"You're the one who keeps calling me, Father, look at your hand." Izzy laughed lazily, the word "father" was 


uttered sarcastically, filled with venom. 
"Don't call me like that, not after..." 


"You don't like it when | remind you of who you are? What you just did?" Izzy shook his head, clicking his 


tongue. 


Izzy didn't said a word and left the cramped booth, Axl looked at the crimson stain on his palm, oozing with 
blood, it hurt like a bitch to cut all the nerve endings, he tried to hide it behind his back, the brunet exited the 
confessional, the heel of his boots clicking through the empty church, he left Axl alone with the guilt. 


Spilt milk tears, | did this for you 
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"Lust?" 
‘Im flattered that | evoke those feelings in ya, Father, but you're not even close." 


Izzy is sitting in front of the large window in his room, the cigarette burring between his fingers, his brown 
eyes seemed like glowing embers, he let out a low chuckle. Axl was at the edge of his mattress, a cotton ball 
drenched with rubbing alcohol over the deep cut on the palm of his hand; the little droplets of blood that 


escaped from his palm, landing on the ground. 


He didn't know why he kept calling for the demon, deep down a little voice inside his mind knew the answer, but 


he refused to listen to it. 


"Then who are you?" Axl's voice was shaky, he bites his chapped lips, the demon got up and walked towards 


the bible close to his bedside, where his sermon for next Sunday remained half-written 


The redhead hadn't been able to concentrate on anything besides Izzy's eyes. They changed color to green, 
yellow, and even blue, like the stained glass in the church gleaming with the early morning sun. Axl tried to 
push aside the thought of bending the demon over in front of the same stained glass, so everyone could look 


at them in front of the eyes of God 


"He would like that, you know? Your God likes when you put on a good show. You have a very naughty mind, 
Father" his forked tongue glided across his bottom lip, a laugh erupted from deep inside his chest, his eyes 


changed to an unnatural shade of green 


Axl's cheeks flushed until it reached the tips of his ears. Shame pouring from every pore, Izzy could easily 
peer inside his mind, listen to everything he thought. He even terrorized him in his dreams; the demon walked 
closer towards him, his fingers gently walking through his shoulders; Izzy's body was so warm he felt like 


being close to a fire. 


"Who are you?" Axl repeated the question, gritting his teeth. The prayer he had in his mind already forgotten, 
those changing eyes hypnotized him, lured him like a moth to a flame, not caring if he flies too close and gets 
burned. 


"What kind of interrogation is this, William?" Izzy refused to call him by the name he chose only to mock him. 
He made it sound so sinful and dirty, Axl didn't feel like he was talking to him at all; William died long ago. 


Izzy rolled his eyes and grabbed the portrait of Axls family. His mother insisted that he kept them, so he 
wouldn't forget them. With one sharp, black nail, the demon traced the shape of Stephen's face; he hummed 
and shook his head. 


"He thinks he is a man of faith," the demon sing-songs; condescending smile plastered on his thin lips. 
Axl pressed his thumb on the still fresh wound, opening it again, the pain distracting him from Izzy's words. 
"This for your good, Billy boy, its God's decision for you to fight, sacrifice yourself to the blood of criminals." 


Axl snapped his head back at the demon. His lips were moving, but the voice that came out was not his but 
the raspy, guttural one from Stephen, the voice he learned to hate early in his childhood. 


"You're not him" the priest didn't know why he said it, to convince Izzy or himself, dont listen fo him. He once 
again tried to remember a prayer, the scriptures, and what the church taught him, St Jude, patron saint of 
the lost causes 


Warm fingers like a furnace tilted his chin until their eyes met. Axl made a low growl deep inside his chest, it 
ended up sounding more like a needy moan. He's so lost, damned beyond the point of salvation, Izzy's mouth was 
so close, he laughed softly in front of his face, the priest's heart hammering behind his ribs. 


Izzy's lips brushed against Axl's. The touch was like a spark; the demon kissed him profusely, his forked tongue 
trying to gain entrance inside his mouth, and the priest felt his entire body being engulfed on fire, not sure it 
was because of the heat from the kiss or the overwhelming presence of the demon. 


"We're all doomed from the moment we're born," Izzy spoke against his lips, and Axl knitted his brows together. 
What was he talking about; he and the demon in front of him were nothing alike, just wearing the same meat 


suit. 
"We?" 
"There's nothing more human than a demon; we're perfectly capable of feeling lust, greed, even love, filled with 


hatred and resentment. You can tell your God we're capable of being human" Izzy dropped onto his knees, 


smiling predatorily. He looked even more in control, and after all, he was. 


The demon runs his hands through his thighs until he reached what Axl was avoiding. Izzy smirked and undid 
the fly, pulling his pants down, his cock stood hard and proud, begging for attention, curving a little against his 
stomach and leaking at the tip; the brunet kissed the head in a wet kiss. 


"You're so easy to tempt, Father or, | am too damn good at my job" Izzy wrapped those pink, pink lips around 
his cock, making Axl moan. The air filled with the smell of dried flowers, cum, blood, and altars. The crucifix 


hanging from the wall fell loudly on the ground. 


Prayer was supposed to make him feel safe. He prayed a lot throughout his life, for his stepfather to stop 
hitting him, his mom, and his siblings. It represented a secure place for his troubled mind. Now every time he 
got on his knees, he couldn't help but feel repulsed, wondering if Izzy would watch, taunt him with that smile. 
Axl threw the bible alongside the rosary across the room, mad at the situation, angry that he missed Izzy. 


Axl knew the safest road to Hell is the gradual one, the one without sudden turnings, without milestones, 
without signposts, paved with seemingly good intentions, and he was walking the path directly to it. 


He hadn't summoned the demon in a while; Axl thought about the impeccable and well-tailored suit he wore, 
the shade of his hair, black as the darkest night, and those fucking eyes, burning like fiery ambers and colder 
than ice on his skin. It was outrageous to miss such a creature of sin, but Axl was more of a monster, 


craving the presence of the other man. 


Every time he closed his eyes to sleep, he resisted the urge to call him with his own blood or think about him 
at all, attempted to forget about what his mouth could do. The demon became more addicting than the heroin 
he used to inject straight into his veins behind the dirty bars in the alleyways, hiding his identity to offer 


some sense of anonymity. 


Axl couldn't call him again, not after what happened in the last days. He did everything in his power to 
inadvertently do it, so he prayed with a desperate fervor. He wanted God to forgive him, to save his soul, to 
hear his pleas, and set him free of his sins. 


At night he dreamt, he dreamt of Izzy, the priest kneeling in front of him while the demon sat in a lavish gold 
throne in the altar of his church in front of his God, his legs splayed obscenely, Axl would make his way 
towards him and rest his head on Izzy's thighs, it left him confused, terrified with the panic constricting his 
chest and painfully hard, it sicken him to wrap his hand around his cock while slowly pumping his length, instead 
of a prayer, he had Izzy's name on his mouth, he needed forgiveness, begged for repentance. 


He kept praying, not sure who he wanted to answer until he ran out of scriptures, and the wrong idol 
answered his call. Izzy would card his fingers through his red hair, sharp nails massaging his scalp, touch 


burning on his skin 


‘Such selfish prayers, Father, that is not what a man of the Lord should do." would say the lzzy from his dreams, 


not entirely sure if it was real or the demon was haunting him. 


Axl wanted to believe he was strong, the things he endured back home, what people confessed, and the fact 
that he hadn't summoned Izzy in weeks. He felt pretty proud of resisting the urge to call the demon. That 
afternoon, while he left for his room for the rest of the day, someone already waited for him. His heart 
thumped with excitement, he wanted it to be Izzy. 


The priest could see the silhouette of a man, pacing around the room. It wasn't Izzy, but that face, it was so 
damn familiar. Axl saw that same face in countless pictures hidden between the important papers his mom 


kept safe in her room. 
The man in front of him was his father, Ais biological father. 


The redhead could handle a lot, but this, it proved to be too much; Axl took a step back towards the door, the 
wood making contact with his back, and that thing, it took a step towards him. He didn't know what kind of 
game Izzy was playing with his mind, but he didn't want to be a part of it. 


Axl remained silent, thumbing the beads of his trusty rosary. The man sighed exhaustedly; the priest could 
see the outline of the man's face. He had the same shape as the ginger’s nose and lips; the man looks at him 
with a wave of feral anger, like he was seconds away from lurching at the priest. He couldn't even recognize 


him. 


He hasn't been this afraid since he was a little kid and used to hide in the closet so Stephen couldn't find him, 
Axl opened his mouth, but something trapped the words in his throat; he swallowed. 


"Why do you look like that, Izzy?" a shiver ran down his spine when that familiar face turned to look at him, 
that face twisted with anger. 


"Like what?" the man tilted his head and look down at his hands. 
"You know what l'm talking about, like my..father" 


"/ am Lazarus, come from the dead, come back to fell you all, | shall fell you all." the thing spoke, smiling 


wickedly, it was wrong, all wrong, he didn't know if his voice was the same, he presumed it was. 


Axl never had the chance to meet his biological father. He was a goner as soon as he was born, leaving his 


mother alone with the burden of an unexpected son, an unwanted burden. 


William, or was it, Izzy? Paced around the room, like a caged tiger, his eyes burning and fixed on him, that 


horrible and feral expression still plastered on his face. If Axl weren't so scared, he would have laughed at his 


predicament. He wanted to pretend in front of the demon. 


"Seemed like the right thing to be, boy. The fear of blood tends to create fear for the flesh." His tongue 
peeked through thin lips, a tongue tattooed with lies, Axl's heart sinks into his stomach. 


Axl reached for the hidden knife beside his bed, the one he used before to call the same demon in front of 
him, and lunges at him; to get the upper hand on the thing. William's eyes glowed like molten hot lava The 
redhead swung his arm, brandishing the blade. 


But the demon stopped him midair. The knife getting caught in his palm, opening a long, deep gash, the blood 
dribbling down his hand, squelching morbidly. It was so unusual to see the other demon bleed like any other 
human. 


"There's nothing more human than a demon.." 


"You're not my father!" erupted the priest, yelling out of fear and desperation, his face red with anger, he 
closed his eyes, breathing heavily, he didn't care if the other priests could hear him. 


The demon threw the knife away, clanking on the ground, echoing through the empty room. Izzy made himself 
look bigger, imposing, and laughed, a guttural and dark sound coming from deep inside his chest; Axl opened his 
eyes. There he stood, with his perfectly tailored suit. He morbidly felt relieved to encounter Izzy and not the 
face of his father. 


"So, that was something, Don'tcha think?" Izzy clenched his hand. The cut bleeds profusely. His suit remained as 
immaculate as before, not a wrinkle in sight, but there was an unusual concern in his eyes, something he 


never saw in the stone-cold demon. 
"Didn't mean to scare you, Father" Axl's entire body was shaking, a wave of relief crashed over him. 


But Axl also felt disgusted by his reaction, of how relieved he felt to see the demon, not forgetting how 
terrified he still felt. Izzy looked depraved, covered in blood. The priest's head was spinning, unable to believe 


Izzy cared enough to stop his little game becouse he was scaring him. 


Izzy was immediately over him, kneeling in front of him like in all those dreams he had, caressing his hair with 
a bloody hand, staining his already red hair, making it appear darker and sticky. Axl opened his mouth to get 
some answers out of him, but the demon placed his lips over Axl's. The priest groaned against his mouth, the 


redhead opened his mouth, Izzy's tongue sliding right in. 
The demon wrapped a hand loosely over his throat; it was almost possessive, smearing blood all over his 
alabaster skin, Axl whined, his cock rock hard in the confines of his trousers. Holy water couldn't save him now. 


He wanted Izzy's touch all over his body and inside. 


Izzy smirked against his lips. He knew. 


Oh, he knew.. 


La petite Mort 
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İt was Pride that changed angels into devils; it is humility that makes men as angels. - St. Augustine 


A tender hand brushing his face, Axl's eyes flickered open at the motion. The room basked in darkness except 
for the window, where the thin gauzy curtains fluttered with the crisp midnight air. In front of him was 


someore, his fiery breath on his face. It wasn't Izzy. 


Black, thick curly hair covered his face, covered from head to toe in black leather; two shining yellow eyes 
gawked at him; the narrow vertical pupil reminds him of that of a cat. Can't stand the deafening silence 
surrounding them, the figure in front of him smiles admiringly at him, holding his face between his hands, 
staring intently. 


Axl felt an overbearing weight on his chest. He couldn't breathe, swiftly reaching for the rosary on the 
bedside table, clutching it strongly between his hands. It acted as an anchor, although he wasn't certain it 
would work. Outside, he could hear the slight hooting of an owl. It sends a chill down his spine. 


‘Izzy's right. You're perfect’ his voice was low, a hissing emerged from his chest with every breath he took, 


his teeth covered in blood, while rough hands massage the skin of his cheekbones. 


The priest didn't know why he attracted demons, and why they kept showing up in his bedroom; he hadn't slept 
properly for a week after Izzy showed up in his room, looking like his father. And now, he won't be able to 


relax for the rest of the month. 


| want to cut you open, gouge your eyes out. All of you priests are a bunch of mediocre bastards," the man 
replied with such venom, and Axl knew humans weren't capable of that kind of hatred. He closed his eyes, 


terrified to know what the demon could do. 
Fear of death, fearing his own death 
"Oh, Izzy, he's perfect. Let me do it," growled the man. Axl shivered; his breathing became labored and uneven. 


| won't even let you touch a strand of his hair. Get your filthy paws away from him, Slash," spat a familiar 
voice, Izzy's voice; the redhead opened his eyes, and there he was, with his immaculate black suit, his wavy 


black hair falling on his shoulders. 


The demon had an ancient, rusty, and bloody knife in his hands, he glared at Izzy with his cat-like eyes, it was 
unsettling and the other demon held the sharp blade to his neck, almost sinking it on his soft, porcelain skin. 


"What do you think you're doing, Lust?" Izzy was by his side immediately, as a shield between him and the 


other demon, his usually relaxed voice now was stern and his face hardened. 


Slash snarled at him and got off the bed, baring his teeth, the brunet actually got closer to him, he looked at 
Axl, something soft crossed through his features before his attention went back to the demon. 


"Let. Me. Kill. The. Fuckin’. Priest" 


"| can't let you do that," Slash widened his eyes, and Axl was as surprised as him; Izzy was protecting him, 
"You don't really want to start things with me, Lust, remember the last time?" 


Slash threw the blade into the ground, made a blood-curdling noise, and Axl's blood froze. That inhuman 
screech would stay in his mind for the rest of his days; he disappeared, leaving Izzy and the priest alone. 


"Why don't you try to sleep’, I'll stay here" fo protect you 


Axl slept with one eye open, gawking at the demon, analyzing what happened in the last 30 minutes. He knew 


who Izzy was; the priest had known him, always been there in his mind. 


He caved in, the knife Lust left behind fell loudly on the ground of his room, the blood oozing from the fresh 
wound; he had been doing so good in resisting the urges to call the demon, but he couldn't resist for long. It 
had plagued his dreams with images of Izzy, and he's weak. 


After that uneventful encounter with Lust, he dreamt of demons surrounding his bed while he couldn't move 
and watched helplessly as they gutted his insides, eating his still hot organs, fangs biting into his still-beating 


heart. But the dream that plagued him recently was the one where he was sitting on a throne made of human 


skulls with Izzy at his feet. It was ominous, and he always woke up feeling dread, gasping for air, and drenched 


in sweat. 


An entire month without the demon down the drain, his pride stung; Axl found consolation in the manuscripts, 
praying fervently as repentance. He surrounded himself with his peers, while those lustful thoughts didn't leave 
him alone. Visions filled with temptations that only left him panting and lusting for Izzy's prick, the demon 


seducing him with every single one of them. 


"Did you know it's not blood what calls me but your desire? | can smell your longing from here, although 
there's a thrill in watching you cut yourself, you seem to like the theatricals, William." Izzy stood in the middle 
of his room, he crouched to pick up the blade. The criminally posh suit, perfect as always, clinging perfectly to 
his slender body. 


As soon as Axl heard that honeyed voice, he regretted everything, but God knew he was powerless in front of 
him and couldn't handle another minute without the demon; there was something dark about Izzy that wasn't 
there before. His eyes were almost yellow, and two nubs protruded from his head, black hair tried to conceal 


them. 


All draped in black, the demon looked like a gaping void, threatening to devour all with every step he took. The 
more days passed, the more inhuman he looked; Axl struggled to glance at his face. Those protuberances were 


horns; the surrounding skin was red, angry, irritated, it looked painful. 


"You've been broadcasting your desires, Father. Those dreams." Izzy tutted "It appears that my help wasn't 


needed." 


Axl took a step backward; while the demon cornered him into a wall, he pushed the blade closer to his face, 
he's sure the brunet can hear his heart pounding inside his chest. Those yellow eyes pierced through him, 
looking into his naked soul. Izzy took his damaged hand and licked the wound clean, that forked tongue hot on his 
skin It stung on his open, raw, pulsating flesh. 


"You're one of the seven deadly sins" stated the priest, praying in his mind, his breath hitches, the blade is 
cold against his skin, he laughed softly, his attractive lips curving in a half-smile, pressed firmly against his 


cheek, but not piercing the soft flesh. 


"I think we were past that, Father, | told you from the beginning | was," Izzy arches an eyebrow, the blade 


moving down to his chest. Axl remained silent, connecting the dots in his mind until.. 


"I know which one" Axl's voice almost brakes, closing his eyes, unable to look at the creature right in front of 
him, Izzy had him caged against the wall, he has him exactly where the demons want him. How could he be so 


blind when the answer had always been in plain sight? 


Izzy makes one swift cut, ripping the shirt from collar to hem, his chest exposed; the brunet kissed him, and 


Axl couldn't pretend this isn't what he wanted. He tasted like sweet blood and something akin to sulfur; he 


threw his arms around the brunet's neck, pulling him closer. 


The brunet smelled like the same altar Axl got on his knees to pray; he was getting so hard just by having 
Izzy's suffocating weight over him; it left him dizzy. He couldn't neglect the real reason behind why he called 
the demon. It wasn't easy to ignore, Axl practically trembling with the need. 


Izzy draped his arms around the slim frame of the priest, his skin scorching hot; he patted him through the 
tunic, the redhead's knees contacted his mattress. The brunet toppled him towards his bed, laying splayed over 


the white duvet, mirroring a sacrificial lamb. But who was the knife? 


"Look how hard you are, Axl" it was the first time since they met that he addressed him by that name. Izzy 
sat down between his legs, pushing them open, he looks down at his crotch, humming approvingly, licking his lips 
hungrily, he brings the knife closer to Axl's crotch, his dick gives a weak twitch. 


The demon sinks the sharp blade on his thigh, it's a superficial wound, barely breaking the skin. His breath hot 
over his face, Izzy caressed his cheeks with a possessive touch, the knife dragged on his skin, leaving a trail of 


droplets of blood, he really belonged to him in a lot of ways, even his soul, " 
You want me inside you, don't be shy now." 


Izzy took the clerical collar off the redhead's black shirt, holding it between sharp teeth; his hair appeared to 
glow like weak stars twinkling in the sky, and it hurt to look at it. He threw the collar, unbuttoning the shirt. He 
dragged one pointy black nail from his chest to his navel, little droplets of blood appearing on his porcelain skin 


His rough hands forced his thighs apart, unbuckling Axl's belt, pulling the slacks down, the priest turned away, 
feeling a mix between shame and self-loathing, God help me, he could never be forgiven for succumbing to this 


sin, Izzy dropped to his knees like he was praying, only to mock him. 


"Make me your Maria, Father; l'm already on my knees," Izzy smiled wickedly, revealing his sharp, pearly white 


teeth, "You know who | am, took you long enough." 


The demon gave the tip of his cock a messy, wet kiss; Izzy was so beautiful, even as inhuman as he was. God 
could never forgive Axl for this. The demon's right hand was at the base of his shaft, his hot tongue licking 


along the underside before swallowing him whole, making Axl shiver. 


Izzy pulled off with an obscene, loud slurping sound, saliva dripping down his chin, Axl felt like the walls 
surrounding him had eyes and ears, judging his sin. But he couldn't care, not when Izzy's mouth was so wet and 
warm. The demon wrapped his lips around him, and the priest hadn't seen anything more arousing than the 


brunet dressed in his perfect suit between his legs. 
“Jesus Christ." 


"Don't take his name in vain, Father." Axl could feel him smile against the heated skin of his prick. 


Axl looked at the ceiling, squeezing his eyes shut. His palms were clammy. He swallowed audibly and peered 
down, the brunet pulled his cock out and nuzzled his prick with his long nose, rubbing it all over his face, 


smearing precum. The redhead could feel his crooked nose, his member leaking, Lord.it wasn't the best to think 


about God right now. 


Izzy pulled the priest's pants all the way down and turned him on all fours and Axl's face was squished 
between the mattress. He felt warm hands caressing the peach of his ass before the demon got a dry finger 
inside him; he bites his shoulder, sharp canines sink in his skin, enough to draw blood. Axl moaned, high pitched 


and desperate, it burned, hurts, but he needed it 


"This is why you call for me," Izzy shed the jacket of his dark suit, pooling down on his feet; he loosened the 
tie around his neck and tied it in front of Axl's eyes, blindfolding him, "This is what you've been dreaming at 


night, humping your pillow like a dog, wishing it was me." 


The demon chuckled darkly, adding another finger, while he wrapped his fingers around his cock, flushed red, 
leaking, and painfully hard. Shame was eating Axl alive, clawing at his insides. Izzy hummed approvingly. 


"You want me inside you, it's sinful how many nights you dream of it, Father," another finger, and Axl was 
already panting. It aroused him more the fact that he couldn't see what Izzy was doing, his hand wrapped 
around the redhead's throat, adding a slight pressure, he remembered the demon's hands sticky with his blood, 
and his dick gave a twitch. 


"Tell me who | am" Izzy crooked his digit inside, and the redhead gasped when he found his prostate, his touch 


electrical and maddening. His body felt on fire; he wanted so much more. 


He remembered Izzy imitating Stephen's voice, praising him, the pride dripping from every word he said, how 
proud the fucker felt when Axl joined the church. He wanted to make his family proud for once in his miserable 
life. Even how Axl felt proud of himself for not calling the demon. Pride always accompanied him. Everywhere 
he went, in front of him, the answer laid. 


"Pride," murmured the priest, his voice raw and raspy, "You're pride 
"What an intelligent boy you are Axl," Izzy took the tie off the redhead's eyes, so he could look at him. 


The demon's smile was feral, unhinged as he threw his head back, his fingers hooking inside Axl, brushing his 
prostate again, this time they weren't gentle but merciless and, the redhead arched his back, toes curling, he 
opened his eyes. Izzy was excruciatingly beautiful, his body like carved in marble, the horns protruding from 
between his soft, glossy hair and that crooked long nose. 


His eyes were back to the gentle chestnut color. He eased his fingers out and replace them with his cock, 
rubbing the tip against his entrance. Before feeding it into Axl's red, puffy rim, burying it into a hilt, he stayed 
there, groaning, getting used to the feel of the priest's warms heat. 


"Please, Izzy, God | need you, move, do something," the priest babbles incoherently. His cock was splitting him 
open. The stretch was simply perfect, the right amount of pain and pleasure. 


"You're so fucking warm and tight" Axl hide his face, the blush on his cheeks red and prominent "What? | can't 
praise God's greatest creation?" 


Izzy chuckled and lowered his voice. It was dark, tempting, irresistible. 

Axl whined desperately. The demon's fingers and mouth explored his body deeply, conscientiously like never 
before. There was a moment where he thought Axl was inside him, and the demon was inside him at the same 
time; he didn't know where the priest began, and the demon ends, Izzy's semen smelt like altars and dried 
flowers, his black hair grazing his face. 


"You're mine, Axl," his hand wrapped around the ginger's cock, "All mine, your body, your soul, all mine, Father." 


Izzy stated, emphasizing every word with a rough thrust of his hips; Axl nodded fervently, the head of the 


brunet's cock dragging across his prostate, causing the ginger to mewl. 
"Say it, Axl," hissed the demon, yellowish eyes gleaming unnaturally. "Your soul is mine.’ 


Its yours, Izzy, it's always been yours" Axl could feel him everywhere, as if he were a snake, wrapping itself 


around his chest, making it hard to breathe. 


Somehow, Axl finally felt complete. The fear dissipated, feeling full of Izzy as the demon painted his insides with 
his seed. He felt good, calm, confident; he collapsed in the bed, skin sweaty, and burning. 


‘Its pride, sweetheart," Izzy smiled darkly, Axl's eyelids felt heavy, and he let sleep overcome him, feeling 
completely blissed out. 


Izzy sat in front of the window, outside the sky was like a wolf's maw, so dark there was not one-star 
twinkling, he stared at the tree sitting outside Axl's bedroom, looking directly at the demon there was a sleek, 
black crow, its feather's almost glittering with how black it was, the demon giggled. 


| found him, you should see him..He's beautiful’ Izzy glanced back at the priest splayed out on the bed, his 


chest rising and falling rhythmically, the black raven caw and flew away. 
The demon grabbed the rosary from the bedside table and tore it apart; the beads falling on the wooden floor 
loudly, scattering around the room; he dozed right next to the redhead, a possessive set of arms around him. 


Two bodies were hidden away from the prying eyes of the other priests and away from God. 


In the end, Axl's soul belonged to him, as much as Izzy belonged to the priest.. 


Who's a heretic now? 
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With a start, Axl woke up, a pounding headache, a pain in his rear, his thighs hurt deliciously, cuts and finger- 
shaped bruises decorating his soft flesh. There was old, dried blood on his palm, the wound now partially healed. 


It doesn't throb anymore. 


A thin layer of sweat covered the priest's body, the bedsheets damp underneath his flushed body. Izzy was 


nowhere around the room, Axl foolishly expected the demon to wake up next to him. 


He noticed the window remained open wide for the entire night; the slightly cold air from autumn makes him 
shiver. Axl went to close it, but sitting on the windowsill, a crow stares at him. With those dark, beady eyes, 
its dark, sleek, glossy feathers were so black they appeared to be colored purple. 


He never saw a crow in all Indianapolis since he moved there. He shoos the bird away. It stays perched on the 
bare branches of the tree outside, and closes the gouzy curtains, escaping from the scrutinizing and heavy 


gaze of the crow. 
One for sorrow.. 


The priest went to his bathroom, he wants to shower, wishing the water could magically disappear all the sins 
he committed. Axl looked at his reflection in the mirror; the purple bags underneath his eyes were prominent, 
his face a paler shade and sunken. There was also fresh, sticky, and hot blood oozing from his head, falling 
down his forehead. 


A shaky hand touches his injuries, feeling something hard give under his fingertips, he presses it a little, it 
stings, and Axl hisses, he makes his hair aside to better look at them, covering his mouth, two little, black 
pointy nubs are protruding from his head, horns 


Just the same way Izzy's horns protruded, the skin around the new protuberances is red, irritated, and 
swollen. Axl sat on the closed lid of the toilet. He can hear the water running in the old, rusty pipes. It was 
about time, something like this was bound to happen. They dammed Axl from the moment he met Izzy. 


How was he supposed to walk among the congregation with the horns on his head? Would they notice, would 
they know what Axl just did? The redhead jumped into the shower, massaging his scalp gently with shampoo, 


careful so he won't further irritate the skin surrounding his horns. 


Walking through the halls of the church, the redhead kept an impassive face, not bringing attention to the 
nubs growing on top of his head. He acted casual, as if nothing happened at all, worked his shift at the 
confessionary. A sadistic part of himself waited for Izzy to appear on the other side of the booth, but the 


demon refused to appear, even in his dreams. 


One of the older priests was sitting at the dining table; Axl greeted him with a curt nod, his hands behind his 
back and acting as casual as he could. The redhead grabbed a glass of water; he couldn't stomach anything else 
at the moment. The older man looked at him behind his glasses, making his eyes comically huge behind the 


lenses. 


"What are those things in your head, Father Rose," he furrowed his brows, squinting, examining his face, eyes 
widened in horror, "Are they horns?" 


"Can you see them, or am | going crazy?" closing his eyes, the redhead bites his bottom lip, waiting for the 
worse, for the older priest to expel him from the church, punish him by burning him on a stake or any 


ancient torture he could think about. 


"I can see them, but..strangely | forget they are there after a while," the priest blinks twice and goes to exit 
the kitchen, stopping dead in his tracks. His face pale as a sheet, he cleared his throat, "I was the one who 


abused of that boy from the boarding school.’ 


Confessed the older man, looking at the ground, at his perfectly polished shoes, Axl felt sick to his stomach. 
Suddenly, having sex with a demon didn't seem that bad. The redhead didn't comprehend what drove the older 
priest to say that. 


"Go see a doctor, Father. You look a little paler," crestfallen, the older man leaves the kitchen, without glancing 
at the redhead, Axl touches his horns, at the hot skin surrounding them. He had a notion that the horns made 
the father confessed to what he did. 


That night, he tried to call Izzy, opening his palm with Lust's blade, but the demon didn't answer his call for 
the first time, he left him utterly alone. 


Axl was in the middle of his sermon. When a fight erupted from the back of the church, two men threw fists 
and punches, broken noses, blood seeping down and staining the floor. As soon as the men were out of the 
church, he continued reading his scriptures. The redhead witnessed nothing like that before; not even when a 


woman confessed to murdering her daughter. 


Soon, the congregation started talking, people who attended his sermons started talking, more and more Axl 
preached about freedom, independence, he stopped wearing the clerical collar around his shirt, carried himself 
differently, spoke different, with more hatred, spiteful, there were moments he lost track of time, his 


consciousness drifting, only to come back a few minutes later. 
g, only 


Ironically, Axl expected to puke green goo, his head to spin like an owl or speak in tongues, but none of that 
happened, he felt different, could almost hear Izzy whispering in his ear, its hubris, Father. At night, he dreamt 
with strange imagery, filled with blood, and an eerie, unsettling feeling in the pit of his stomach of him wearing 
a wreath of silver; the thorns digging in his soft flesh. 


It didn't scare him like before; he didn't wake up in the middle of the night panting and gasping. No, he felt 


different, strong, and in control, soon, new people came from every corner of the city seeking his sermons to 


find some clarity. 


One man, in particular, sat in the same spot Izzy would, his wavy blond hair falling on his shoulders. He was 


tall, intimidating even, wore leather gloves, and dressed casually, like all those men Axl mess around before 


dedicating his life to the church. 


He didn't approach him, stared at him behind his sunglasses, Axl swore they changed shades the same way 
Izzy's eyes would, but he couldn't be certain. The redhead could feel a strange buzzing emanating from the tips 
of his fingers to his stomach, making the hairs in the nape of his neck stand; as the horns became more 


visible when they stopped looking like pointy nubs and changed to a full-fledged rack. 


The last person left the confessionary booth. His shift was over; the other side was dark and empty, but not 
for long. The door creaked and someone entered, sitting on the small chair, clothes shifting around until they 


got comfortable. A heavy sigh was only uttered, and Axl remained silent. It was a woman. 
"Bless me, Father, for | have sinned.. | don't really know how to do this," the woman swallowed audibly, weeping. 
The sound heightened by the silence surrounding them, Axl leaned on his chair, feeling somewhat irritated by 


the presence on the other side. 


"How long since your last confession?" Axl had an absent look on his face as he listened to the woman 


whimpering. 
'|-I-I've never.." she made a pause and drew a deep, shaky breath. Axl smiled, shaking his head. 


"Tell me your sins then, child" his voice sounded so distant as if he was watching all of this unfold from 


outside his body. 


“And... All | say would be a secret, Father?" her voice sounded so unsure, Axl feared she would bolt out of the 


confessionary. 
"Axl, call me Axl if that makes you feel more comfortable." 


"le been having these thoughts, vivid dreams. It even scares me | could be responsible for thinking something 
like that" She started fidgeting with the wedding ring on her left hand. Axl saw the golden band glistening with 
the light coming from the stained glass. 


"| fantasize about yo- another man while in bed with my husband," she quickly corrected herself, her cheeks 


burning red. 


| see nothing wrong, child, you shouldn't be ashamed. I'm a young man, you can't ignore the desire of the flesh. 


We all can feel pleasure. Is that all you have to confess?" Axl rubbed the bridge of his nose, sighing tiredly. 


"No," her voice was barely audible. If it weren't for the silence surrounding them, Axl wouldn't be able to hear 


her, "| have these thoughts of my husband dying from a violent death.. at my hands." 


She broke into tears once again, unable to believe she was even thinking about it, let alone saying it out loud. 
She wiped the stray tears away and looked directly at Axl, he wasn't at all sure if she was, but her heavy 


gaze made him shiver. 


| hate him, Fath- Axl. And | enjoy it, thinking about you- the other man when we're having sex and he just 
cares about his pleasure. | know he's cheating on me with that bitch of a secretary he has," she spoke 
between her teeth. It replaced all sadness with anger, wrath 


"You hate your husband, you realize that it's a strong word, hatred" the redhead's voice is sweet, mellow 
even, as he puts a hand over his chin, caressing the coarse hairs from the beginnings of a beard, "And what 


do you want to do about it?" 


| want to cut him open, feel his hot insides between my hands... But, Father, what would God think about it?" 


her voice shifted to a gentle tone, the wrinkles around her mouth softened. 


"People twist God's words, child, change the narrative to fit their expectations, their morals. Perhaps you're 
doing God a favor by killing your husband," Axl couldn't recognize the sound of his voice. It was deeper, darker, 
hypnotizing. 


"Are you implying that | should kill my husband, Axl?" she asked, voice shaky, panicky. But something was 


underlying in her voice, a morbid fascination as if she came here to have Axl's blessing, the last push. 


"No one can tell you what to do, child. Neither could |. We were put on this earth to suffer, but also, to be 


happy, it is not a man's fate to suffer, which do you prefer, to give pain or to receive it?" 


"lll stand in the flames of redemption if it means that these impure thoughts would leave me alone. This sin, 
Father, it's eating me alive," she had a pensive expression on her face. Axl was sure that a long time ago, she 


was once a beautiful woman, "I know what | have to do, Thanks, Father." 


The door to the confessionary opened and Axl waited a few minutes before leaving, in the windowsill of the 
stained glass, four crows stared at him, their feathers bathed in different colors, he didn't know how they got 
inside, but the redhead felt a shiver run down a spine, one of them caw loudly, echoing inside the empty 
church. 


Five for heaven.. 


It happened a month after, no word about Izzy, and he stopped calling out for him, leaving behind the dramatic 
cuts along his palm. Someone knocks on his door. It was unexpected and his heart palpitated faster. One of the 


older priests greeted him with a small, earnest smile. 
"Father Vincent?" 


"Is good to see you in good spirit, Father Rose," the older man gave him a curt nod. His eyes shifted around 
the room and finally landed on Axl's face. He knew what he stared at. 


"| don't mean to pry your presence is very welcome, but what are you doing here?" Axl put the book he was 


reading down. He felt a slight pressure on the horns, a pulsating throb from the base to the tip. 


"We have notified the church about.. your strange behavior," Father Vincent gestured towards the horns with 
his chin, the redhead's throat felt dry, like sandpaper rubbing together, "The congregation is afraid that you 
might be possessed, Axl." 


Axl raised an eyebrow and scoffed unamused. The visit from Father Vincent suddenly made sense. He was one 
of the appointed priests in Indiana that could perform an exorcism; he trained in the Vatican for years and had 
performed over 40 exorcisms. The possibility that maybe he was possessed crossed Axl's mind, but it felt 


entirely different. 


“That's a ridiculous claim. Are we in the dark ages again, Father? The church doesn't even believe in 


possessions anymore, not since the discovery of mental illnesses, schizophrenia, and many more." 


I'm afraid | still must do these tests, Axl, so everyone here can be in peace, alright?" the redhead swallowed, 


an anxious feeling raising in the pit of his stomach, his blood ran cold. 


"You mean that outdated and old school stuff? We really are in the dark ages again," Axl tried to put a hard 
exterior, but inside he was shitting himself. The horns kept throbbing, pulsating on top of his head. 


"That stuff is the one you've been avoiding lately, Father," he had a smirk on his lips, the ginger's heart 
pumping loudly, "Where is your rosary?" 


"I lost it," murmured Axl, sitting on the bed. He nervously scratched his arm. His breathing faltered. Father 
Vincent pulled out from his briefcase, a vial of holy water, ashes, an old worn rosary, his bible, and a crucifix. 


"What a shame, Father, no worries, these are some routine questions, nothing too damaging. In the last day 


have you been engaging in the occult, witchcraft, black magic, or game boards?" 


Axl shook his head, and Father Vincent made some annotations on the pad he brought with him. He tapped his 
pen while his eyes observed every move the redhead made. 


"Have you ever tried to communicate with the spirits or the devil itself?" again, the redhead shook his head. 
He wasn't about to spill his guts about his affair with the demon, with Pride itself, Axl corrected in his mind. 


The older man produced a small cup from his suitcase and poured the holy water, handing it to Axl. The 
redhead barely wetted his lips, and it burned, he downed the water; it burned in his throat, bubbling and boiling. 
Tears gathered in the corners of his eyes, and Axl tried to hide them. Vincent made more annotations on his 


notepad. 


Vincent nodded and approached him, putting a cross of ash on Axl's forehead, murmuring ancient prayers in 
Hebrew. He didn't react, the redhead kept a straight face. He even had the audacity to sigh loudly and tapped 
his fingers impatiently over the surface of the bed. 


Then, the older man grabbed his crucifix, the ginger took a step back, Vincent placed it on Axl's chest. It took a 
lot of strength from the redhead not to react; his skin felt raw, on fire, blisters erupting, and it wasn't even 
touching his bare skin. The horns buzzed, and Axl realized something; they didn't make Father Vincent confess 
of anything disgusting. 


"Do you truly want to be free of evil influences you believe are presently affecting you?" Vincent took a step 


closer to him, and Axl recoiled in fear, like a feral animal. 


"No," Axl couldn't recognize the sound of his voice, he firmly gripped the priest's wrist, adding pressure. The 
redhead had a snarl on his face, his jaw tight: 


"This is worse than | thought. By the righteous judgment has damaged your pride." Vincent put the crucifix in 
his forehead, he couldn't finish his prayer, Axl lunged at him. 


There was a sick feeling in the redhead's stomach. He had a war in his mind; he felt like being torn apart, the 
anger bleeds through every pore of his body; it was overpowering; it took over him. The ginger punched 
Vincent in the face. 


Axl reached for the blade on his nightstand and sink it in Vincents neck, near an artery. When he pulled out, 
the blood gushed out; the older man tried to add pressure to the cut, but Axl pinned him to the ground. he 
felt oddly satisfied, a morbid excitement in seeing the priest bleed to death, a thrill of elation His eyes rolled to 
the back of his head. 


Another priest came rushing to the door after hearing the commotion and encounter the scene in front of 
him. Axl smiled at him and gripped the blade between his hands. His conscience seemed to drift away. 
Something else took over him. 


A single crow was the only witness. 


Six for hell. 


"How can you bow your head in the house of God knowing all the things you've done, knowing I'm your biggest 
sin?" a voice spoke in the darkness, Axl recognized that voice, it made him flinch, the hairs on the nape of his 


neck standing, "Oh how the mighty have fallen" 


Axl woke up. He was still in the church; he looked down at his hands; they were covered in sticky blood. His 
eyes widened at the mass of bodies dressed in black surrounding him, at the walls covered with crimson stains. 


The priests of his congregation laid on the ground, unmoving, cold, and undeniably dead. He put a hand over his 


mouth, his brows knitted together. 


He felt panic rise in his chest, couldn't believe he could do such a thing in front of God's eyes. He looked at the 
altar, at the image of Jesus on the cross, his pained expression seemed to taunt him, judge him, and he had all 


the right to do it. 


"Why are you doing this to me, Pride?" pleaded Axl, wiping his bloodstained, shaky hands on his tunic. The dried 


blood was even inside his fingernails. 
"I love it when you say my name," Izzy led out a lewd moan, his yellow eyes half-lidded. 


After months of silence, of feeling that emptiness Izzy left behind, the demon finally showed his face. Axl 
wished to lunge at the bastard, punch his face until it was a bloody, fleshy pulp and his knuckles were raw. 
Lust's blade fell to the ground, and the demon picked it up, cleaning it with his handkerchief. 


"This is all your fault," Axl wanted to scream, but his throat felt on fire, his voice a mere growl. Izzy scoffed; 
he came out of the darkness just like the ginger remembered. The vivid image of his tailored suit and jet-black 
hair curling at the ends was burned in his mind. 


"You really think that?" Izzy approached him, brandishing the blade, putting it close to Axl's jaw, "Everything 
that happened is your fault, you did all of this." 


The demon pulled away with a smile on his lips. His presence was overwhelming, consuming everything, leaving 
the priest drained, tired, suffocating him. 


"I only showed you the truth. What you were too afraid to see with your eyes, those priests died because you 
wanted. The horns are there for a reason," Izzy walked closer to him. The blade prodded at Axl's belly, above 


his navel, he winced and closed his eyes, the smells of altars invaded Axl's nostrils. 


"Us demons are not the ones who wield the sword, but the ones who convince you it is better to have it. 
What you do with it is your choice. Free will, Axl. Not even God can tamper with that, it's his greatest creation 
and curse." Izzy pulled him closer. His forked tongue licked a stripe along the shell of his ear, keeping him in 


place by his short hair. 


The demon sinks the blade on the soft flesh of Axl's chest. The redhead gasped, his eyes widened, looking at 
Izzy with sadness, betrayal, pain. He was really hurt that the one person who pretended to care was the one 
ending his life. Izzy pulls it out and the redhead barely puts a hand over the wound; his blood mixed with the 
priests at his feet. 


The brunet lets go of him, the ginger cant stand on his wobbly knees, and he falls. The rusty blade falls on 
the floor, clanking loudly. Axl can see Izzy staring at him with a blank expression. He turns around and leaves 


the church. 


Leaving Axl bleeding to death in the middle of the empty church, the birds are chirping outside, mocking him. 
The redhead felt like he laid there for hours, trying to cover the wound, but more blood gushes out, Izzy 
must have hit an artery. He can't feel his body, and his lips are turning purple. It all feels like a haze clouding 
his eyes. 


Someone crouches in front of him, its the blond he's been seeing often. He cradles Axl's face, pulling his body 
close to his chest, making the stray strands of red, sticky hair away from his face. He caressed his cheek 


with icy fingers. The taller man looks sad, apologetic even 


"IFs ok, it's alright to let go, I'm here, Shhhh, it's ok.." his gentle voice was like a lullaby, suddenly Axl's body 
felt lighter, nothing hurts anymore, he felt at peace, the blond kisses him gently, their lips brushing. 


"fm sorry" Axl's breath hitches one last time. His hand falls limp on his side. The blond closes his green eyes 
with one swift motion of his hand. The priests body is still warm between his arms. 


The blond lowers gently Axl's lifeless body in the pool of his blood, caressing his cheek He eyes him wearily one 
last time with a bleak expression The priest was too damn young to die. There's another crow in one pew, he 
shoos it away and walks out of the church. 


Outside, leaning against the bricks, he finds Izzy, smoking, wearing sunglasses, his once perfect tailored suit it's 
covered in blood, he even has a stain on his cheek, Duff glares at him, scrunching his nose. 


‘Its done," its all the blond says, tapping his boot on the pavement. Izzy smiles and throws the still lighted 
cigarette on the ground; he stomps it with his shoe. 


"You did what you have to do, now get out of here," Izzy recoiled, taking a step back from the blond. Almost 
as if he was afraid of him. The brunet glanced at the mass of bodies in the church, at the carnage Axl did; he 
looks at the priest. He looked so peaceful, he expected the redhead to get up at any minute, "Poor bastard. 


Seven for the devil, his own self 


And for a secret never to be told. 


The devil is in the details. 
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and you like this little surprise. | hope y'all like and get the references haha, especially with who might be 
"Vainglory" 

Trigger warning: Bloodplay and self-injury 


Thanks for reading, stay safe, take care and I'll see you around 


The sun glowed on his face, blinding him. Birds chirped in the adjacent trees, the horns pulsed, a dull pain buzzing on 
the tips A congregation of faceless people surrounded him; his mother amongst them, weeping and praying under 
her breath, Stephen had his arms around her in a reassuring way, whispering consoling words on her ear; Axl stood 
in the middle of a lake, he recognized that place, he must have been fourteen 


Hs baptism. 


But he was no fourteen-year-old, as he peered at his distorted reflection over the crystal-clear water, Axl looked 
unusual, his red, glossy hair almost reaching his waist. The horns were still there, curving inside a iittle, sleek, black, 
and smooth under his touch, and the same silver crown of thorns resting on his head. 


"There's no time to lose Axi, get closer. | dont bite," that voice; zzy now stood in the lake with him, the sun like a 
halo behind him, wearing that same dammed suit. He had a slight grin on his delicate lips, Axl walked towards him. 
He stretched his palms and held the gingers bloodstained ones, soaking a sponge and washing the crimson away. 


There was an oddly reassuring feel in having Izzy next to him. The horns stopped aching Izzy spoke with softness 
and a sharp tongue, but it appeased the redhead He almost gasped relieved, it stained the lake red as the demon 


moved the sponge all over his face; his touch was fender. 


‘Are you ready to have your former life erased, to have your sins purged, be born anew? Take my hand," the 
demon ordered him eagerly, his voice booming. Excited, he extended his hand, staring directly at Axl. 


Axi's eyes skimmed between the hand and the demon's face, he didn’t want to, but Stephen glowered at him with 
venom. The redhead hesitated but took Izzy's hand; he grped it, adding pressure, wrapping an arm around his 


shoulders, and sank Axl in the lake. He watched the brunets face getting distorted by the water; it was cold, and it 
went in his nostrils, filling his lungs. 


‘Do you want to be born again under the blood of the lamb?" Izzy sounded so distant, miles away, echoing in the 


distance... 


The redhead took a sharp intake of air. Sitting up hurriedly, he coughed violently, feeling as if his lungs were 
overflowing with water. Axl closed his eyes and ran a hand through his face. He peered around, grimacing at 
the sight of the lifeless bodies around him. Why did he think a douse in the river would change the things he's 
done? Flies were already gathering inside, the insistent buzzing driving him crazy. He remembered the wound on 


his chest, palming it. His black t-shirt was torn and caked with dried blood, but it didn't hurt. He patted his 


head; the horns were still there. 
He was... alive. It could be a miracle, a blessing in disguise, or a curse. 


Axl pinched the bridge of his nose. Should he turn himself to the police? What would he tell? | killed a bunch of 
priest's and | can't remember. No one would believe him; the ginger went back to his room and washed his 
hands; packing a suitcase. Stepping out of the church, sounds from the city surrounded him, maybe it was his 
paranoia speaking for him, but people were looking at him, judging everything. 


Knowing what he did 


The only place that offered him peace of mind, solace, his second home, Axl thought bitterly. Now was a place 
of unpleasant memories, making him sick, nauseated. When the church got smaller and smaller on the horizon, 


somehow the redhead felt closer to home. 


He felt jittery while walking among the people, paranoid that everyone was looking in his direction, he went to a 
faraway motel, in one part of the city no one dared to enter after it started to get dark, where no one could 
recognize him; a kid was screeching on the reception, his mother was close to him, but she didn't do anything 


to calm him down. 


"If she doesn't shut that kid up, l'm gonna beat him up," the girl at the front desk grab him by the wrist when 
Axl reached for the key, she gave him a roll of toilet paper and a pair of scratchy towels. 


"Ok, but maybe you shouldn't do that," the ginger mumbled and snatched the keys from her hand, climbing the 


stairs. 


The room wasn't that much, and a couple was having too much fun in the next room, he could hear 
everything through the paper-thin walls, the headboard hitting the wall and the springs of the mattress, Axl 
jumped in the shower, he took the t-shirt off, warm fingers traced the place where the stab was supposed to 
be, his skin was smooth under his fingers as if nothing happened at all. 


Like he was born again.. 


Once his shower was over, Axl sat on the bed in nothing but the scratchy towel around his waist, his hair 
dripping and staring at the wall, lost in his thoughts. What should he do next? It was obvious he couldn't go 
back to the church, not entirely sure if he still was a man of the lord. Not anymore, not with the things he 
did. He wasn't fooling anyone, lost since the moment he met Izzy, and there was a fat chance the police were 
after him now. 


/ only showed you the truth. What you were too atraid to see with your eyes.. 


The words Izzy left behind repeated themselves in his mind, they made no sense. He collapsed in the bed, 

closing his eyes for a minute, he didn’t felt tired in the slightest, instead he felt like running a marathon, or at 
least make some jumping jacks or run around in circles. But he just rented the room for an hour, Axl dressed 
in casual clothes, it was odd to dress normal, without the stiff clerical collar around his neck, while rummaging 


in his things, he found Lust's knife, neatly packed inside a t-shirt. 


With his index finger he traced the blade, he remembered how Izzy pierced his skin, he remembered dying, the 
last breath he took before he felt his black soul leaving his body, the tall blond kissing him and stealing the air 
out of his lungs, he left the knife in peace, stuffing it between his socks, couldn't look at it, it filled him with 
dread. 


When the hour at the room was up, a different man left, the weight around Axl's shoulders felt lighter. There 
was only one place he could hide, he felt the anxiety constricting his chest, but the redhead had no other 
choice, he had to go back home, hoping no one there knew what happened, in case the police was already 


notified. 


The ginger went to the bus station, bought a ticket straight back to Lafayette, his hands were shaking, he 
hadn't been there in years, not after he finished his seminary and moved to Indianapolis, a part of him didn't 
wanted to go back, it brought back very unpleasant memories he buried deep inside a box and opening it wasn't 


an option. 


"Father, could you help an old altar boy?" snickered an amused boy behind him, his voice was softer, almost 


like melted butter. 


It was a taller young man, with black hair doused in glitter, a long, slightly crooked nose, bushy eyebrows, 
tattered clothes, and what appeared to be a speedo, heavy blush on his prominent cheekbones and red lipstick, 
he was too skinny, ribs jutting out under his ripped clothes. 


Axl took a step back, whimpering, tired of attracting demons into his life. He already died once, and he didn't 


need to happen it twice. Had enough of fooling around with supernatural forces. 


"l'm jus’ pullin’ your leg, Father," he mocked him, laughing at his own joke, but Axl had that same stoic 
expression, side-eyeing this person, he took a swig from the bottle of Jack Daniels he had in one hand, 
stretching the other towards Ax. The redhead shook it; it was suspiciously wet. 


"Don't you hate it when you pee in your hand?" the boy chuckled, and the redhead had a disgusted look on his 


face, Axl wiped his hand on his pants, the taller man let out a thunderous laugh at his own joke. 


"Hey, T-Bone, don't go around scaring people," another deep but gentle voice added behind them, the taller man 
looked back, a dumb smile on his lips, he had dark splotches of makeup, almost like war paint, "You have to 
excuse my friend, he had too much to drink, Oh it's just you." 


Another man approached them, he too had raven, teased hair, but he wasn't Axl's brunet, a strong, square 
jaw, a thick neck and tanned skin from spending too much time out in the sun, wore red lipstick on his thin 
lips, he rolled his eyes and crossed his arms, glaring daggers at the redhead, an unamused expression 


decorating his face; he was slightly smaller than the other boy. 


He looked terrifying, threatening, with his arms full of tattoo's and the permanent sneer in his face, Axl prayed 
they didn't mugged him, well it felt useless now, but at least he could try, the slightly taller boy put a hand 


around the other's shoulders, bringing him closer. 


Both boys looked slightly identical. Almost like twins, they were like two sketches of the same face drawn by 
different painters. Both had used sharp lines. The taller one had a certain innocence in his face, almost like a 
child, fuller lips that he liked to paint red and were always glossy and wet. While the other had a hardened, 
dark expression, they had this androgynous look, the only thing that gave their sex away was their hands, and 


the obvious bulge inside the speedo the taller one was wearing. 


"Did it ever work? Praying, it got you nowhere, Axl," he shrugged, his piercing greyish eyes bore into the 
redhead, looking through his soul. 


"Never felt better, feel closer to him now," the ginger smiled sarcastically, looking at the ground, kicking the 
pavement with a worn shoe. 


"Nice rack you have there, Father," the man added with mistrust, making a vague gesture to the horns on 
Axl's head; a faint smile appeared on the corner of his lips. The one with tattered clothes giggled, "You could 


make any deer on Santa's workshop jealous." 


"Don't be so crass, Nik, he's Izzy's attack dog," the skinny boy leaned against him, resting his head on his 
shoulder, looking at the other with puppy eyes. Axl furrowed his brows, looking between the weird men. He was 
no fucking attack dog. 


"And you two are? Don't think we met before," asked Axl, a headache looming just around the corner, 


nervously looking behind him, pulling the lapels of his jacket closer to his neck. 


‘Oh, we met before. We're all old friends, well, more like acquaintances, but that's between you and Vainglory, 
you two fought like fuckin’ bitches. At first, it was just Pride and Vainglory's problem, but you got involved, 


and... " 


The taller boy started rambling, speaking fast, stumbling over his words, but the other boy nudges him in the 
ribs. He always tended to overshare every tiny detail, he pouted and rubbed at the sore spot. 


"Don't do that, T-Bone, he doesn't remember, yet," the raven-haired man's voice was dangerously low, "We're 


just Tommy and Nikki, Sloth and Greed if you prefer." 


"We heard what you did, Lust said a lot of great things about you, you have quiet the potential, Axl" Nikki 


continued when the ginger remained silent, shrugged, hostility dripping from his deep voice. 


"What you did with those priest's, bastards had it comin’, it was long overdue," Tommy gave him a thumbs up, 


patting the redhead's shoulder, he was like overexcited and overgrown puppy. 


The Greyhound bus arrived and before he could board, Nikki grabbed him by the wrist, his once greyish eyes 
flashed to yellow, like the color of honey in the sun, the pupil like a cat ready to pounce a mouse, a forked 
tongue glided over his bottom lip. 


"You better not disappoints us, Father," his eyes changed to that normal shade of brown, the word ‘father’ 
was spouted with venom, Nikki let go of his wrist and went back to Tommy's side. 


Axl had a hunch it wasn't the last time he saw Sloth and Greed; the engine of the bus roared, feeling it 


rumble against him, when he turned to glance at the demons again, they were gore.. 


He rested his head on the glass, watching as bushy trees and endless cornfields replaced the tall buildings of 
the city. Anonymous highways stretched in front of him; the smell of cow shit hits him when he steps down 


the bus; Axl didn't felt at home, this place hasn't been ‘home’ for a while now, but he had nowhere else to run. 


Walking through the familiar streets, he stopped at the well-known building of the church his family attended, 
where he would sing in the choir and teach Sunday school, he shook his head and took the streets until he 
arrived to his childhood home. The redhead stepped into the foyer, giving a faint knock on the old wooden door, 


he could hear muffled voices behind and his mother answered. 


"Billy, is that you?" she squinted, the wrinkles around her eyes were prominent, her eyes widened in horror, 


Axl almost forgot the horns, "I didn't know you were coming, what are you doing here? You look like shi.." 


Those green eyes still sparkled with youthfulness, her once copper hair wasn't so shiny, she looked at him like 
she just saw a ghost in front of her. He couldn't remember the last time he saw his mom, and she was old. 


There's no way in denying the obvious fact, she stepped aside, letting him in. 


"Like shit, mom, you can say it," Axl acknowledged with that deep baritone voice. Surprisingly, she put a hand 
on his cheek, her green eyes scanning his face, with one shaky hand she reached for the horns, his fingers 


smoothing over the surface, "| have nowhere else to go." 


"Oh sweetheart." she wrapped her arms around Axl, hugging him tightly, the redhead hesitantly hug her back, 


not expecting this behavior from her, 


Inside, the old house felt like being stuck in time, the same curtains hanged from the windows, those couches 
that smelled like mold, and that hideous yellowish wallpaper he hated in his younger years. It smelled and looked 
like old folks' home; he noticed the lack of pictures of him on the walls. 


Axl couldn't stop his rapid breathing, memories flowed. He didn't want to remember all those sleepless nights 
taking care of his siblings or enduring the beating so Stephen wouldn't harm them. Where praying felt utterly 
useless; the redhead sits on the old couch covered in plastic. Sharon disappeared into the kitchen 


It was daunting to be back in the place that hurt him so much; he felt like a fucking failure, back to square 
one, in his parent's house at almost 30 years old. With his hands writhing in his lap, his mom came back with a 
cup of tea. She sat on the recliner, the grandfather clock ticking loudly in the deafening silence. He wanted to 
hide behind her skirt, feeling like a kid. 


"| don't mean to pry, William, it's nice to see you, but why couldn't you go somewhere else?" her voice was 
tearful, full of fake concern. 


"What do you mean, mom?" Axl swallowed the growing lump in his throat, his forehead furrowed. 


"| don't care about your problems; | don't want to hear them. | want you to know how much Stephen and | love 
you, but it would be great for both of us if you would just disappear forever," Sharon stroked his cheek, 
hissing spitefully. 


"And where am | supposed to go, mom?" questioned the redhead, swatting her hand away. 


"I don't know, William, but nothing good has come since the moment you were born," his mother seemed 
surprised at her own words, covering her mouth with both hands, "Just leave, as long as | don't have to see 


your face." 


Axl got up and went to the minibar in the living room, grabbing one of Stephen's bottles of whisky. This was all 
the horn's fault, but there must be some truth in what his mom said; he climbed the stairs towards his 
childhood bedroom, hoping that the bed was still there. At least, he just had to think of a plan and make his 


next move. He won't be staying long. 


| wish you weren't my son," added Sharon, loud enough so he could hear her. Biting her bottom lip, Axl had his 
back turned. It didn't surprise him; he saw it coming. The resentment she felt towards the redhead tormented 


him since he was a kid. In the eyes of Sharon, Axl wasn't enough, and no matter what he did, she could never 


be proud of him. 


Axl slammed the door, making it rattle on its hinges, Sharon flinched downstairs; his room was intact, the same 
way he left it when he had to leave for the seminary. The walls were barren since Stephen never let them 


have posters or anything similar. The heavy wooden crucifix was the only thing allowed on the walls. 


He couldn't look at it, Axl felt nauseous, being close to it, his head swimming and dizzy, he left it be, as some 
kind of penance, for all the horrible things he's done, it's the least the redhead could do as a once man of the 


Lord. 


Later that day, dinner wasn't any better, he dreaded the moment he had to come face to face with Stephen, 
Axl kept his head down, avoiding the scrutinizing glare of the older man, he played with the peas on his plate, 
not hungry at all, Stephen cleared his throat and Axl froze. 


"I thought | heard you earlier, Billy," his booming voice made his stomach twist in a knot, he wasn't a kid 
anymore, the bastard didn't had any power over him, he left this shitty house and made everything he 


wanted, then why was he so scared? 


"I hope you're leavin’ soon, Billy," Sharon said with a hopeful gleam in her eyes and a slight smile, the redhead 


glared at her. 


"Let's get this over with, this is the part where you tell me some sort of secret about how you feel about 
me," Axl threw the fork over the plate, clanking with the ceramic, taking a long gulp of the whisky, the redhead 
finally looked at his stepfather, breathing heavily. 


"My God, William, what are those things in your head?" Stephen got up, the chair toppled over and fell to the 
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ground, Axl expected him to take out a crucifix and kick him out of the house, "You know what makes me 


happy? Knowing you're no son of mine, | don't want you close to me. You make me sick." 
"You're a fuckin' monster, tempted by the devil, | know you were weak.” 


"You're as week as your faith, Stephen. That wasn't that bad at all, expected more from you, old man," Axl's 
hands were shaking with an uncontrollable anger, he opened and closed his fists, until his knuckles were white, 


"You should be pleased, mom, | leave tomorrow, Good night, fuckers." 


Going back to his room and snuggling under the comforter, it was nine o'clock. He could sleep early and leave 
the next day, but as soon as his head touched the pillow, his mind refused to shut down. Green eyes won't 
close. Not even the whisky he had downed helped. He was irritably sober and practically vibrating with anger. 


He rolled on his belly and reached for the suitcase. Taking Lust's blade out, he slides the knife over his palm 
with practiced soft and gentle motion, where the other old, pale scars, littered the skin. It left a fine line of 
crimson behind, little droplets over his flesh and blood oozed, red, and bright. 


"Don't tell me you've missed me," Axl heard the flicker of a lighter. Izzy's unusually yellow eyes glowed in the 
night's darkness. 


The redhead cowered, hiding behind the sheets, gripping them tightly. The demon paced around the room like a 


lion in a cage, avoiding the crucifix on the wall. 


"| thought you wouldn't show up," the redhead admitted. His voice faltered, and he was sure that Izzy could 
hear his heart thrumming rapidly inside his chest. He resembled a little kid; with the way, he was hiding from 
the boogeyman behind the covers. 


| had to check up on you, had the feeling | was being sorely missed. Don't make me admit it, Ax, you know | 
missed you, my favorite soul to torture," lzzy sits on the edge of the bed and reached for the ginger. He 


recoiled, flinching. 
Those traitorous hands.. Axl died by those same hands. The demon chuckled darkly. 


"C'mon, Ax, | won't hurt you again anymore, promise," Axl took the demon's words with a grain of salt. He knew 


the devil was persuasive. 


Izzy smiled at him with a wicked smile, powerful enough to paralyzed any mortal, his eyes were fixated on the 
redhead, he felt the flare of those bright yellow eyes tracing every line of his body; when Axl looked up at the 
demon, the only thing he saw was Izzy's mouth, his lips parted and a pink tongue peeking through sharp teeth. 


A moment later, Izzy's hands were moving over his body, pulling him closer, his mouth moving over Axl's. He 
missed it, the warmth of Izzy's lips, sweeter than heaven and hotter than hell. He wanted to get lost on the 
feeling of those lips, kissing him ever so gently, curl inside his chest, where his heart presumably palpitated, 
making an almighty sound, louder than bells. 


"You're so delicious," confessed the demon with a raspy voice when they broke apart. Axl never felt more alive 


since he died on the church's floor. 


‘Ive been in the dark since the day we met, and | can't really regret anything," Izzy's lips brushed the pale 
expanse of his neck, sucking a mark above his collarbone, Axl mewled beautifully. It sounded like bells chiming, 


"My parents are downstairs.” 


Pride pulled away briefly and scoffed, tugging at the collar of his flannel shirt, he slowly turned to look at Axl 
with a cocky smile, his feathery black hair, fell on his face, he went back to nip at his neck, over an artery, 
sharp teeth grazing the soft spot. He can easily kill Axl again, but he doesn't care. 


"Then we have to be quiet," that cocky smile didn't disappear, Axl laid down on the mattress. Izzy climbed on 
the bed, pressing their bodies flushed together. He had the former priest pinned down with his weight. A 


wandering hand squeezed his hardening length, and Axl suppressed a moan. 


"Have fun hiding those from mommy and daddy," Izzy sucked on his translucent skin, already red and bitten 
Axl pushed Izzy to the side, already losing the red flannel t-shirt, he sat on his lap, grabbing the demon's 
wrist, "Now, what happened to that shy boy who used to praise the Lord, you're gettin’ feisty, Billy.” 


Izzy spouted his name with venom, and Axl rolled his eyes. He struggled to unbutton the brunet's black t-shirt; 
he pulled it over his head, loosening the tie; Izzy's lips were over him, controlling the kiss in an act of 


dominance. 


"Don't forget that this little, nasty soul is mine, Axl," Izzy said it to get the other man riled up, it was Axl's 
turn to mouth at his neck, blunt teeth scraping the skin, the demon's hand slid to Axl's ass, cupping it, a shaky 
breath escaped from his lips, "Use that mouth for something else, Father, | know how good it is." 


The bulge in Izzy's slacks was taunting him. He unbuckled the belt and tossed it on the floor of his room, 
popping the button and unzipping his fly, pulling the briefs down; he wasted no time in lapping his tongue around 
the head, slurping one bead of precome, closing his eyes. With one free hand, still bleeding, he caressed his 


balls and the base of his cock, all that he couldn't get inside his mouth. 


The demon tugged at his hair and it sends a shiver down Axl's spine; he took more of his prick; the tip hitting 
the back of his throat. The redhead gagged but continued. 


"And to think that this mouth was the same that professed the Lord's word and sing hallelujah," Izzy pushed 
his thumb on the redhead's chin. Axl had his eyes half-lidded, looking debauched with his mouth full of the 
demon's cock, Axl left behind a bloodied handprint on Pride's thigh. 


A hand crept towards Axl's jeans, cupping his length through the denim, pulling them down, tugging down his 
boxers roughly, like they dare to offend the demon. The pale skin of the redhead's round ass glows under the 
moonlight. He slides his hand down his ass, spits, and teases his puckered rim; Axl grunts, the words get 
trapped inside his throat. 


Izzy grabbed the knife and cut his palm. It was still weird to see him bleed. But it wasn't scarlet blood, but 
something darker, dribbling down on his arm, he spreads the ginger's cheeks, his injured hand disappears inside 


the crack of his ass, and Axl's eyes widened, that's unsanitary, and he couldn't care less. 


Slender, deft fingers, spreading him; its still a foreign sensation, his body is telling him to expel the intrusion 
Axl's skin is set ablaze with the lust, his lower belly tightened, his cock weeps, untouched and hard, the tip red 
and shiny. Izzy kisses his chest, lips on his overheated skin 


His gelid hand wraps around Axl's dick, stroking him with a slow but firm pace, the tightening in his lower 
muscles seemed to intensify, smearing the dark blood all over his member. The redhead spreads his thighs 


further apart; Izzy adds a second finger and then a third, all wet with that dark substance, he loses himself 
with the sensation of the demon's fingers from the inside. 


Izzy replaces his fingers with his cock, rubbing the tip on his entrance, he's suspiciously gentle, a hand over 
his shoulder almost massaging it soothingly; the bed squeaks when the demon quickens his pace, and Axl 
doesn't give a shit about his parents. Pride manhandles him, until the redhead is on his lap, with his back 
towards the brunet. 


Facing the crucifix, looking at them over his place on the wall, Jesus’ pained expression almost seemed 
terrifying in the darkness, Axl was rocking his hips, fucking himself on the demon's cock. 


"Told you he likes a good show, Father, | want your God to see how obscene you look bouncin' on my cock, how 
aman of the Lord falls to the carnal desires," threatened the demon, his teeth sinking on the delicate skin of 
his shoulder. 


The demon continued with his thrusts, chasing the sweet release, Axl moans and grunts, spilling his seed on 
Izzy's hand. The crucifix fell on the floor; the brunet didn’t last long, not with the way the ginger spasms 
around his cock. He continued to rut against the redhead until he was whimpering from overstimulation, his 


cock too spend to do anything else than give a weak twitch. 


Izzy pulled out slowly, leaving the redhead empty and craving that fullness again. They were a mess of blood 
and other bodily fluids, Axl scrunched his nose. The brunet laid down, looking at the ceiling; he lighted a 
cigarette; the redhead gathered his legs, pulling them close to his chest, his head hanging low. 


"Why am | alive?" Axl heard the rustle of the sheets beside him. He turned to look at the demon. 


"| don't think | like your idea of a pillow talk," Izzy scratched the nape of his neck, giving the cigarette a gentle 
tap. The ash fell on the carpeted floor, "I thought by now you know why you're still alive, born again, how 
many people have that chance, Axl?" 


‘lm tired of that cryptic shit," Axl shouted, getting up, panting. The demon remained unfazed, smoking. 
"A gentle answer turns away wrath, but a harsh word stirs up anger. Proverbs I5], or did you forget so easily?" 


Izzy giggled, he got up, taking the knife between his hands, he handed it to the redhead. His yellow eyes glowed 


dangerously, "You know what you have to do, Axl, but you don't want to see it” 


Dies lrae 
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Sometimes | feel 

Like a motherless child 

A long way from home 

This world out here is lonely and cold 

Oh, | guess HI go back home.. 

The music coming from the turntable downstairs wakes him up, the smell of nicotine and sex lingers in the 


room, the space next to him is cold and empty. Axl turns to the window; the demon is smoking. Sitting on the 
windowsill, he taps his polished shoe at the beat of the blues. 


It was strange to see Izzy still there with him. The redhead had no memory of falling asleep; the brunet 
turned and smiled with his gentle chestnut eyes gleaming with the sun. His once prim and proper suit was in 
disarray, the white shirt untucked, tie loosened and the sleeves cuffed to his elbows. 


Axl propped himself on his elbows. His entire body ached dully and a rotten taste in his mouth made him 
nauseous. He squinted, the first rays of the sun were peeking through the violet clouds and the green 
pastures surrounding the backyard. Leaving all the traces of the night behind, there was hunger gnawing at his 


stomach. 


"What should | do now?" Axl questioned with his voice raspy and still slurred from sleep, Izzy threw the butt 
of his cigarette through the window. He sighed audibly, crossing his arms and sits on the edge of the bed. 


"We obviously can't stay here. Lemme do some business and we'll see, don't go, Axl. Wait here for me," Izzy 
pointed a black nail at him and reached for his jacket, swing it over his shoulder. The redhead cocked an 
eyebrow, unsure if he heard him correctly. We, Axl had a faint smile on his lips, but he hides it with the back 
of his hand. 


Izzy disappeared, and Axl took a deep breath, ready to face his parents. The turntable was still on, the vinyl 
crackling, getting louder with every step he took. The ginger appeared to be alone; candles littered the living 
room. Axl rolled his eyes and went to the kitchen. Pouring a bowl of cereal, he sat on the table, munching on 


the stale corn flakes. It tasted as old as the house itself. 


Stephen opened the front door; he shed the jacket and hangs it on the rack Axl ignored him as the old man 
passed on his right side. He threw a newspaper on the table; the redhead glanced at the headline, with capital, 
bold, black letters, it read, fs this the new face of evil? a photo of himself and the bodies inside of the church, 


Axl swallowed, his heart was racing, a chill ran through his body. 


"You murdered those priests," Stephen flashed him an accusatory glance, taking a beer from the fridge. Axl 
crossed his arms and propped his legs on the table. 


"They have no proof, they don't have the weapon," the redhead didn't recognize his deep voice, he tilted his 


head, looking as threatening as possible. If he was a fucking murderer, he now looks the part. 


"I told your mom a thousand times how wrong she was for having you, should've smothered you in the crib. 
She would be doing God's work," Stephen slurped audibly from the can, foam around the rim and in his 


disgusting beard, "You were inhuman from the moment you were born" 


Axl made his hair aside, running his slender fingers through the strawberry blond strands, the insistent 
buzzing at the base of the horns, combined with the crackling of the vinyl, was irritating him. His stepfather 
put a heavy hand on his shoulder, cupping his face with the other, forcing the redhead to look at him in the 
eyes. 


"You're worse than a monster, William. A hybrid, it wasn't your mother's fault for falling for that demon, they 
have chosen your destiny since the moment you opened your eyes. But don't fear, we can remedy that, not all 
is lost. We'll pray, yes, we're going to pray one last time," the older man brought Axl closer. The former priest 
reluctantly let himself be pulled into the uncomfortable embrace; Stephen petted his hair roughly. 


Old memories resurfaced. No matter how far Axl ran, Stephen always tried to hold any kind of power over 
him. His stepfather reached for the sharp kitchen knife he left on the counter, the stainless steel reflecting 
with the sun. He raised it high and sinks it in the redhead's back, Axl felt the cold steel go through his clothes, 
perforating his skin. 


A cold and deep pain spreads through his body. It felt like floating on a river. He wouldn't let himself die again, 
and especially not by the bastard of his stepfather. 


Axl couldn't remember what happened next. It was covered with a thick fog that settled in his memories; but, 
he forcefully pushed Stephen away. There was a confusing set of movements, the only thing he saw clearly 
was Izzy in the corner of his eye, handing him the blade; that fucking knife that torments him. Axl slides his 


right arm around Stephen's neck. His hand was shaky, but the brunet rests his over Axl's, steady, warm. 


He glanced at the demon, Izzy nodded. And together, they sink the knife in the older man's neck, contacting 
flesh and muscle. Hot blood spurts from the open wound and lands on Axl's face, the taste of iron was in his 
mouth and throat; the redhead felt a shiver run down his spine. His eyes rolled to the back of his head. It 
almost felt orgasmic, with the way the blade sinks and perforates the skin, cutting his throat open, Stephen's 
eyes contacted Axl's, as the ginger throws him to the ground. 


Those eyes almost pierced his soul. Staring at them was like going through a tunnel, dark, suffocating, and 
never-ending, Axl couldn't stop looking at them. It was like he was calling him, trying to tell him something. In 


Stephen's eyes, there wasn't an ounce of pain, just plain resentment, regret. 
This is supposed to be happening fo you, youre the one who should be in my place.. 


He didn't need to say it, Axl could hear it inside his mind. While he held the knife, he rubbed his hands on his 


Jeans. 


"What do you mean?" asked the redhead frantically, feeling dizzy. He needed answers, Axl shook the older man, 


grabbing him by the lapels of his shirt. 


"The best secret we kept, your biological father was one of your kind, a filthy demon. We tried everything, 


William, countless priests saw you, baptisms, crucifixes, but we couldn't take the demon out of you." 


"My Lord God, even now | accept at Thy hand, cheerfully and willingly, with all its anxieties, pains and 
sufferings, whatever kind of death it shall please Thee to be mine. Amen.." Izzy snatched the knife from Axl 


and stabbed the older man on the chest, the blood accumulated inside his mouth. 


Stephen's heart emitted a faint sound, the last breath, a rattle from deep inside his chest. Izzy pulled it out 
and blood oozed from the wound, leaving a gaping, bloody hole, It surprised Axl that after all this time, the 
bastard had a heart. 


"Beloved, never avenge yourselves, but leave it fo the Wrath of God, for it is written, Vengeance is mine, | will 
repay. Says your God, but | guess it's useless now. Look at what you did," Izzy walked closer to him, grabbing 
him by the chin, kissing him deeply, tasting the bitter blood from the old man 


The horns were buzzing, and all pain stopped. Axl caressed the skin. There was nothing but smooth flesh, they 


were gone. He glanced at the demon, Izzy was smiling, his sharp teeth barely peeking. 


"What a terror it will be, when the Judge will come, to judge us all harshly. You've got a bit of the Devil inside 
of you; Could you hold Wrath's power? You already proved yourself worthy, Axl. Welcome back, Wrath." 


Wrath often reveals itself in the wish to seek vengeance, it arises from love of justice, perverted to revenge 


and spite. Axl knew it, he learned about it in Sunday school, he used to teach about it. 


The redhead is sitting on the floor of the kitchen, curled up in front of the stove, drenched in blood, in his 
steptather's blood he reminded himself. Axl took a sip from his beer, green eyes lost and vacant; all Izzy can 
think is he looks younger, vulnerable. The demon is staring at the steady, slow rhythm of his chest, rising and 
falling. 


"He's gone, baby, he won't gonna hurt you anymore," Izzy crouched in front of him, tilting his chin so their 
eyes could meet, stroking his hair reassuringly. It takes a moment for Axl to blink and stop staring at the 
yellowish-floral pattern of the wallpaper. 


"You-We killed him, we killed my father," Axl stops and considers his words, taking a sharp breath, he mutters, 
its doesn't feel real in the slightest, the demon glances at the bloodied corpse of Stephen laying on the kitchen 
tiles. 


"We did, and | would do it again if given the chance, Wrath," it's still foreign to be called like that. He's still 
coming to terms with the fact that he just turned out to be one of the seven deadly sins. Something clicked in 
his mind, but it left other things unanswered. 


"Don't call me like that, please," Axl closed his eyes, wincing. He gets up, pacing around the kitchen, and picks at 
the skin of his arm nervously, "We killed my dad, he's--dead." 


"Yeah, he deserved it. We made God a favor. l'm surprised no one did it before," Izzy watched as the redhead 
paced nervously, avoiding the sight of the body, "Don't tell me you haven't dreamt of this before." 


Axl is sticky with blood, his hands caked with it, and Izzy wants to act like the dead body wasn't even in the 
same room, like he didn't help him stab his stepfather. Like he didn't gutted the bastard and delivered the final 


blow. 


| hated him for years, so goddamn much," Axl balled his fists, panting. Anger erupted from his chest, 
clenching his teeth. Was wrath good when justified? 


"Well, but now he's gone. To be honest, you should've done it sooner. We killed him get over it," 
The redhead takes one cigarette from the counter, standing over the corpse, watching the lovely little mess 


they made, Axl wants to kick it until the body is reduced to a bloody fleshy pulp. Instead, he lights the smoke 
and takes a long drag. He coughs, and Izzy takes it from his hands. Everything just finished sinking in. 


"We have to get rid of the body," Axl remembered his mother. They have to get out of here before she 
comes back. Hoping crazy Stephen didn't kill her already, "How do we clean this up? My fingerprints a-are in 


the knife, and police are surely looking for me." 


The former priest feels the panic attack coming, an unbearable weight pressing down on his chest and the 
tears gathering in the corner of his eyes, he's breathing fast, Izzy approaches him, holding his hand. Wrapping 
his arms around the redhead's slender body, Axl buries his face in the crook of the demon's neck. 


Is not our problem, darlin’, We don't clean it up," Izzy grabs him by the chin and shakes his head. His voice is 
gentle, talking slowly as if Axl was a child. The ginger pulls away and looks at the demon Fear crossed Axl's 
face, he paled. 


"You're jokin’, right? We can't leave it here. We just committed murderer, Pride,” Izzy got a little thrill when 


Axl used his real name. 


Izzy pulls at the curtains in the living room, a little strip of sunlight coming through. The once white curtains 
were now yellowish and full of dust, the particles floating and visible through the sun, like no one cleaned them 


up in a long time. He looks around, there's no way in hell anyone heard the commotion happening and if they did, 


the neighbors must be used to that. 


Axl still expects a decent answer for him, looking confused and on the verge of another panic attack, his green 


eyes flared with frustration, he's a murderer, his face is plastered all over the newspapers. 


"Izzy please, we can't fuckin’ leave the body here," Axl snapped, tugging at the dead skin of his bottom lip, the 
demon rolls his eyes, damn hybrids and the little humanity they still had. 


"Let him rot in here, Axl. Fuck him." 


"No, fuck you, Izzy. We killed my dad, and now you don't want to help me clean the body. | don't want the 
fuckin’ pigs coming after us," Axl finally snaps, snarling. His once green eyes flashed red for a second and Izzy 


smirks, satisfied. 


The ginger is getting progressively more irritated by the second, and Izzy loves it, he's so hot when he's ready 
to pounce at the demon and punch him in the face. Izzy pins him to the wall, caging him in with his arms, their 
bodies flush against each other. His lips are so close, the demon can taste the nicotine lingering in his mouth, 
Axl just killed his dad, and all he wants is the demon to fuck him on the floor. Feel his suffocating weight on 
top of him. 


He wants Izzy to make him feel something, anything different from the uncertainty and anxiety crossing in his 
mind. There're no tears in his eyes, Stephen is dead, and Axl doesn't feel sad nor relieved, it appears the 


bastard can't stop tormenting him even after his death. 


Seeing Axl covered in blood is doing things to the brunet. He can't stop his dick from getting hard. It twitched 
inside his slacks, the demon adjusts the front. The lust and violence are intoxicating, swimming in Izzy's head 


and making him dizzy. 


"Ok, we get rid of the body if that would make you happy," Izzy barked, resting his hands on Axl's shoulder 


blades. He can feel the tension, and the redhead relaxes under his touch. 


They bundle the body in the bedsheets from his old childhood room. Axl scrubs the blood from the floor until 
it's in the inside of his nails; together they carry the heavy dead weight of Stephen. The brunet checks if the 
coast is clear, and Axl stuffs the body, maneuvering the limbs, in the car Izzy brought with him, a red 
Thunderbird from [975. 


Izzy hops on the pilot's seat and offers Wrath a cigarette. The redhead accepts it, nicotine hitting the back of 
his throat, the smoke filling his lungs; the demon puts the key in the ignition, and they drive away, turning the 


music all the way up. 


They drive, and Axl wants to pretend the body of his stepfather isn't there in the trunk By the time they 
leave Lafayette behind, the sky is tinted purple; the stars are glimmering, and distant cicadas are singing. Izzy 
stops on l-65, near a creek. He drags the body out, there's no one on the highway, and the last car passed 
them 40 minutes ago. 


The water of the creek is unnaturally brown and murky, it stinks of sewage, and Axl scrunches his nose, 
covering it with the sleeve of his flannel shirt. He still feels nothing, his emotions seemed to be numb, there's 
no relief in seeing the brunet dump the body and watching it sink in the water; Izzy grabs his hand, rubbing 
circles on his knuckles as he watches the bubbling over the water. 


"Let's get the hell outta here," Izzy throws the cigarette on the water and flips the creek off. 


Back in the car, Axl turns the radio. He needs to hear something that would take his mind away from the last 
hours. His leg is jittering as he tries to sing along to The Stones; he rolls the window down, the crisp, autumn 
wind is blowing his hair, he's still covered in blood and tied the flannel shirt around his waist. 


"You ok in there? Haven't said much since we left," Izzy quickly glances at him. The redhead bites his lip and 
shakes his head. He turns the radio down until the music is comfortably buzzing in the background. 


"lm just thinking about what should we do next." 


The crickets are so loud, Axl can't comprehend how they can make so much noise, everything in front of them 
its dark. The only thing he can see is the highway stretching long in front of them and cornfields standing tall 
around. The redhead remembers how when he was little he thought the world ended at the edge of Lafayette. 
He knew nothing else but the shitty hick town. 


He thought it was like that turtle carrying the weight of the world on its shell, and if he left, he would fall to 
his death. Now, Axl is free to do whatever the fuck he wants, and he never feels more at home than with 


lzzy beside him. 


First, we should get out of Indiana. There's nothing here for you, not anymore. We can find something better, 


our own piece of heaven," Izzy smirks and laughs at his own joke. 


There are still splatters of blood staining the white t-shirt Axl is wearing, dried blood on his face, and covering 
his hands. He can't stop staring at the ginger, he looks so good and gorgeous. Izzy pushes the thoughts in the 
back of his head. 


"You know what any of this means? I'm fuckin’ free. No more bullshit, Izzy. There's gotta be something better 
than this, "Axl rests a heavy hand on Izzy's thigh, squeezing it tightly, he's all starry eyes. His eyes had a 
rabid gleam. He looks like a priest at the pulpit, fervently giving mass. 


His warm hand wanders over the demon's crotch squeezing lightly, Izzy's cock gives a light twitch, starting to 


fill out, Axl needs to stop if they don't want to crash the stupid car. 


Izzy parks in a desolated spot, far from the last gas station, Axl climbs into his lap, sitting on top of him, the 
brunet pulls the seat back, giving the redhead enough room, he pulls the shirt over his head and tosses it in 


the backseat, exposing his pale, milky chest, much to Izzy amusement and appreciation 


The ginger still feels high, the thrill rushing through his body from all that happened; he unbuckles the belt of 
his jeans and pops the button open, Izzy sighs and caresses the soft, pale skin of his ass, pushing a finger 
inside, he's still open and wet from last night, he fucks Axl gently with his digit. Wrath moans, throwing his 
head back 


He's painfully hard, his cock weeping at the tip, he's been hard since the last stop before Kokomo, not the one 
where the Beach Boys would go before they found Dennis dead with a little bit of blood in his alcohol, Izzy's 
forked tongue distracts him, licking a stripe over his neck. With the other hand, he traces circles around the 
head of Axl's cock 


"Fuck me, Izzy, aren't you this big, bad demon," Axl teases, with that mischievous spark in his eyes, he's 


smirking like the little shit he is. 


"Tell me how bad you want it, Wrath" Izzy drags his voice, sounding sensuous. His tone is raspy but sweet. It 


reminded him of Angels, and Axl never believed he could get attracted to someone's voice. 


"You know | fuckin’ want it, asshole, now stop talkin’ and fuck me like you mean it," They don't have lube, but 
Axl doesn't care he wants it to hurt a little, he wants to feel the burn while his rim stretches around the 


demon's cock. 


With a calculated and swift motion, Izzy unzips his pants, popping the button open, the cramped car doesn't 
allow him to maneuver around easily, he pulls his dick out, Axl rearranges himself and lifts his hips, sliding his 


body down, until Izzy's cock is deep inside his tight heat, the redhead takes every inch of that cock with pride. 


Both men don't last long. The heat from inside the car fogs the windows; lust controls every snap of hips and 
moans escaping from the back of their throats. The thrill of killing someone, none other than the man who 
inflicted so much pain in his life, makes Axl's heads spin. He killed those poor bastards, and he would do it again 


in a heartbeat. 


"You like it, baby, the feel of my cock inside you," Izzy knows it's a stupid question The redhead has his head 
thrown back, lips parted, and he's panting, slamming his hips and fucking himself with the brunet's shaft. 


"Shut up," growls the ginger. He slides up and down, sweat collecting on his brow. Izzy watches him, blood still 
staining his chest and part of his face, it's like a goddamn vision. The man on top of him has killed and proved 


himself worthy of his destiny. 


"Quit lying, Wrath, you love the sound of my voice. Especially when | remember you how much of a slut you 
are," Axl leans and kisses the brunet roughly, biting harshly at his bottom lip, sharp canines grazing the skin 
The redhead angles his body so the head of Izzy's cock brushes that sweet spot repeatedly. 


It should disgust him, Axis getting off on the thought of all the people he killed, but he can't get the sound of 
the knife contacting Stephen's flesh and the blood gushing out like a fountain at his feet out of his head. It 
should terrify the redhead to think he's willing to do it again 


"You-you don't have to be so fucking prideful, I'm gonna--" Axl pants, his voice is high pitched and needy. 


"You're gonna what, darlin’? Use your words, tell me" Pride has a hand resting over one milky thigh, sinking his 
nails over the soft flesh, leaving red indents, "Tell me, baby, tell me how good does it feel." 


Axl wants to wrap a hand over his dick, he's dangerously close, the muscles tighten in his lower belly, can feel 
his climax approaching fast. He's chasing his orgasm; Izzy swats his hand away and bites his neck, sucking on 
the skin until he leaves a purple hickey. 


I'm gonna cum," Axl grips tightly the front of Izzy's shirt, the demon sinks his teeth on his neck, the redhead 
feels the steady thumping of his heart inside his chest. 


Axl's body shudders, and he's spilling his seed between his legs, he's panting; Izzy feels his body spasm from 
the inside, while he continues to pound into him, hard, fast, and selfishly; He kisses the redhead, their lips 
burned, together they were fire and damnation. When they're both done, the redhead moves to the passenger 
seat, resting his feet on the dashboard. The demon fumbles around the glove compartment and produces a 


brand new pack of Parliaments. 


"You ok?" asks Izzy, genuinely concerned. He has to admit that he put the former priest through too much in 
the last months, but it was all for the greater good. 


"Sure, I've never felt more alive," his deep baritone voice is an echo in the darkness, scaring the brunet a little. 
The flame sparks from the lighter before the smoke fills the car. Izzy tosses the pack to the redhead, bruised 
lips curving around the filter, the cherry burning bright. Axl rests his head against the fogged-up window, he 
writes ‘Pride and Wrath’ on the condensation, it's sappy, childish, even a little possessive, but he looks at it with 
a smirk. The redhead feels cold, and he retrieves his t-shirt from the back, redressing again. He helps Izzy to 
tuck his softening and wet cock back in his pants. 

Pride turns the car on, the radio coming to life, the sound of fake rain filling the silence between them, 


Morrison's whispering, an ephemeral, eerie sound over his singing, giving it a slightly creepy vibe, it adds to the 


fact that it was the last thing he contributed to rock. 


"Where are we going next?" Axl rolled the window down and throws the half-smoked cigarette. He can see Izzy 


smirking out the corner of his eye. 
"To hell and back." 
Riders on the storm 


There's a killer on the road 


Hs brain is squirmin’ lke a toad. 


